THE SECOND AFTERNOON

very unusual, isn't it, for a woman to make herself out
older than she really is ? "

"Please?"

It was now his turn to sigh a little wearily.

" I'm afraid you've been living so long in Constantinople
that you've forgotten a good deal of your English."

" jfch, but I am not always living in Constantinople.
Ach9 no! I have been to many places. To England and
to Italy, and to Roumanie, and to Algerie, and to Moscow.
Oh, I have been to so many places."

" I'm sure you have," said Waterlow encouragingly.
*' I daresay you've been to Austria, eh, and perhaps even
as far as Germany ? "

"No, I am never going to Germany," she cried.
"Achy no! I hate Germany. I am hating it, hating it,
hating it so! "

Her short upper lip was drawn back in a rictus of
agonized revulsion. Yet so soft was that red mouth, so
much seeming meant for no more than to be crushed by
kisses, so weakly sensual, so passively beautiful, that this
grimace of anger was as ineffective as the grimace of an
angry child. It was pathetic in its impotence. Yet it
appeared sincere, and Waterlow was perplexed.

" Come, come," he said gently. " Don't get excited
and hysterical. Well, now, what was your father ? "

" He was English."

" I mean what profession was he ? What did he do
for a living ? "

" He was dead."

" Well, then your mother ?   Was she English ? "
With a puzzled frown the girl hesitated before she
answered that her mother was nothing.
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